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perfect king, ruling a populous and mighty state with the fear of
god in his heart, and upholding the right, so that the dark soil
yields its wheat and barley, the trees are laden with ripe fruit, the
sheep never fail to bring forth their lambs, nor the sea to provide
its fish - all as a result of his good government - and his people
prosper under him. Yetjust because you are so good, ask me any
other questions now that you have me in your house, but do not
insist on finding out my lineage and my country, or you will
bring fresh sorrow to my heart by making me recall the past.
For I have been through many bitter experiences. Yet there is no
reason why I should sit moaning and lamenting in someone
else's house. It's a bad thing never to stop croaking, and I'm
afraid some of your maids here or you yourself might find me a
nuisance and conclude that it was the wine that had gone to my
head and loosed this flood of tears.'
* Sir,' said Penelope, * all merit, grace, or beauty that I had, the
gods destroyed when the Argives embarked for Ilium and my
husband Odysseus joined their fleet. Jfhe could return and de-
vote himself to me, my good name might indeed be embellished
and enhanced. But I am left to my misery: the powers above
have heaped so many troubles on my head. For of all the island
chieftains that rule in Dulichium, in Same, and in wooded
Zacynthus, or that live here in our own sunny Ithaca, there is not
one that is not forcing his unwelcome suit upon me and plunder-
ing my house. As a result I neglect my guests, I neglect the
beggar at my door, and even the messengers that come on public
business. I simply wear my heart out in longing for Odysseus.
Meanwhile they are pressing me to name my wedding-day and
I have to think out tricks to fool them with. The first was a real
inspiration. I set up a great web on my loom here and started
weaving a large and delicate robe, saying to my suitors: <<!
should be grateful to you young lords who are courting me now
that King Odysseus is dead, if you could restrain your ardour for
my hand till I have done this work, so that the threads I have
spun may not be altogether wasted. It is a winding-sheet for
Lord Laertes. When he succumbs to the dread hand of Death

